76     KABIR'S POEMS

-0 bearers, I entreat you by your feet,
wait but a moment longer : let
me go back to my kinsmen and
friends, and take my leave of them.

'The servant Kabir sings : c& 0 Sadhu!
finish your buying and selling,
have done with your good and
your bad : for there are no markets
and no shops in the land to which
you go."

LXXIV

III. 30. are dil, prem nagar
kd ant na payd

'0 MY heart ! you have not known
all the secrets of this city of love :

in ignorance you came, and in
ignorance you return.

0 my friend, what have you done with
this life ? You have taken on your
head the burden heavy with stones,
and who is to lighten it for you ?